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EPHEMERIS 

BY BABETTE DETJTSCH 



Above the river in a summer swoon 

Hangs the still air, and in the warm embrace 

Of afternoon 

"We too lie dumbly, full of soft delight. 

The grass is sweet to smell: 

We suck the white 

Fresh ends of it, and the green pleasant place 

Where we are lapped seems with that faint taste sweeter 

Than any poppied isle in remote seas 

To some divinely drowsy lotus-eater. 

Long, long 

We lie, and have no care for any human thing, 

Save for the snatch of song 

Where, bathing gaily, tawny-bodied boys 

Upfling 

The water round them; or from a child at play 

Floats the shrill ripple of laughter far away. 

And then sharp stillness, pointed by the stir 

Of little winds among the boughs, wherethrough 

The deep sky shines impenetrably blue. 

Wrapped in that golden haze we weave at will 

The scents and airs of summer's subtle loom; 

Eegretting but the moments as they pass, 

The perished bloom 

Of the wan day, that like the wind is gone ; 

And in the growing hush we watch her die ; 

And watch, beneath the same impersonal sky, 

The wimpled river flowing grayly on. 

Babette Deutsch. 



